Tire Sea will ebb and flow, heauen fliew his face: 

Y oung blood doth not obay an olde decree* 

W c can not crofle the caufe why we were borne: 
Therefore of all handcs mud wrebe forfworne* 

King, What, did theferent lines (hew fonpeloue of thine? 
Her. Did they quoth you? Who fees the heaucnly Rofilmt, 
That(like a rude and fauadge man oflnde.) 

At the firft opning of the gorgious Eaft, 

Bowes not his vaflall head, and ftrooken blind* 

Kifles the bafe ground with obedient bread. 
Whatperomptoric Eagle-lighted eye 
Dares iooke vpon the heauen of her brow. 

That is not blinded by her maieftie? 

King. Whatzcale,whatfurie,hath infpirde thee now? 
My Loue(her Mi fires) is a gracious Moone, 

Shee (an attending Starre) fcarce feene a light* 

Her. My eyes are then no eyes, nor I Herornh 
0,but for my Louc,day would turne to nighty 
Ofall complexions the culd foueraigntie. 

Do meete as at a faire in her fairecheeke. 

Where fcuerall worthies make one dignicie. 

Where nothing wantcs,that want itfelfe doth feeke* 

Lend me theflorifh ofall gentle tongues, 

Fie paynted Rethoricke,0 Ihce needesit not, 

T o thinges of fale, a fellers prayfe belongesi 
She pafles prayfe, then prayfe too fhort doth blot* 

A witherdHermightfiuefcore winters worne, 
Mightlhake off fiftic, looking in her eye: ' 

Bcautic doth varnifh Age, as if new borne. 

And giues the Crutch the Cradles infancie. 

O tis the Sunnethatmaketh all thinges fhine. 

King. By heauen, thy Loueis blackeas Ebonie. 

'Be row. Is Ebonie like her/O word deuinc ! 

A wife offuch wood were felieitie* 

O who can giue an oth? Where is a booke? 

That I may iWeare Bcautie doth beautie lack*, 

Jfthat flic learne not of her eye to looke: 

No face is fayrc that is not full fo blackc* 
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called Loues Labor's loft. 

King. O paradox, Blacke is the badge of Hell, 

The hue of dungions,and the Schoole of night 2 
Arid beauties crefl: becomes the heauens well* 

Ber. Diutls fooneft tempt refembling fpirites oflight, 

O if iu blacke my Ladyes browes be deckt. 

It mournes,that painting vlurping haire 
Should rauifh dooters with a falfealpcdl: 

And therefore is Ihe borne to makcblacke fayre# 

Her fauour turnes the falhion ofthe dayes. 

For natiue blood is counted paynting now: 

And therefore redd that would auoyde difprayfe, 

Paintes it ielfe blacke, to imitate her bro w. 

Duma, To looke like her are Chimnie-fweepers blake* 
Long. And fince her time are Colliers counted bright* 
King. And cs£thiopso( their fweete complexion crake* 
Duma. Darke needes no Candles now,for darke is light* 
Her, Your Mittrefles dare neuer come in raine, 

For fcare their colours fhould be wafht away. - 

King. T were good yours didtfor fir to tell you plaine, 
Ilcfindeafayrerfacenotwaflictoday. \ 

Her. lie proue her faire,or talke till doomfe-day heere* 
King, No Diuel will fright thee then fo much as fhce. 
Duma. I neuer knew man holde vile fluffe fo dearc. 

Long, Lookejheer’s thy loue,my foote and her face fee. 
Her O if the ftreetes were paued with thine eyes. 

Her feete were much too daintie for fuch tread, 

Duma. Ovile.then as Ihe goes what vpward lyes? 

The ftreete fhould fee as Ihe walkt ouer head. 

King. But what of this, are we not all in loue? 

Her, O nothing fo fore, and thereby all forfworne* 

King. Then Icaue this char, and good Heroine now proue 
Out louing lawful], and our fayth not tome* 

Duma. Imaric^here,fome flattcrie for this euyll. 

Long. O fomc authorise how to proceede. 

Some tricks, fomc quillets, how to cheate the diuelL 
Duma, Some falue for penuric* 

Her. O tis more then neede* 

Haue at you then affeftions men at armes, 

E 2 Confo- 
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